ON    THE    OCEAN    WAVE

ing overhead. Now that the engines had stopped,
everything could be heard very distinctly, as when a
train stops and you hear church bells in the distance.
There were shouts, orders, and a rattle of chains.
" It sounds as if we were going to cast anchor,"
observed Mr. Jones, but no one noticed the remark.
Women's voices were heard, and strange shapes began
to hurry past the tinted windows.

" This is beginning to look serious," said one of the
bridge-players, getting up.

" Rot! " said his partner ; " finish the game !
I've got the hand of my life. When it's done, we'll
remember our childhood's hymns and go to bed like
angels."

" Are you aware," said the funny man, with mock
solemnity; cc are you aware, I say, that this ship cost
one and three-quarter million pounds to build, and
is insured for a solid million pounds? God will think
twice before damning a vessel of that quality. You
recognize the quotation ? "

With shaking hand, Mr. Jones gulped down the rest
of his whisky, and followed the others out through the
door.

A large white object was swinging slowly down
between the top-deck rail and the stars. He could
hear the creaking of new ropes as they strained through
the sockets. Suddenly he realized that they were
lowering a boat. In boys' books they always did lower
boats at a moment of crisis, and all but one of them,
containing the hero and heroine, always sank. But
the ship was quite steady^ and it was absurd to think
of danger. Probably a pilot was being put off to
reconnoitre if there was more ice ahead, or an engineer
was being sent round to look at the damaged pro-
peller. None the less, he noticed that many passengers
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